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When l ſtrive my fond paſſon to hide, 
And my fluttering heart bid be ill; 
| When I call to my aid woman's pride, 
| 1 10 ſuppreſs an inordinate un 1 boni 
32 . Love s darts ſhoot like light' ning 
| Through every vein, 
And the thrillings of pleaſure 
| Soon baniſh my pain. 
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When 1 think how I love, without hope 
That to love me. he e*cr will be mov d; 


When | hang my poor head like a mope, 
And heave fighs in lone corners remov'd: 


Love' s darts ſhoot like light ning 
1 | Through « every ven, 
And the thrillings of pleaſure 


SBocon baniſh my pain. 
Siweeter than roſes, or cool ev'ning breeze, 
On a warm flow'ty ſhore, | 
Was the dear kiſs; firſt, trembl'ing, made 
"2 LW freeze; * 
Then thor like fire all oer; 
What magick has victorious love! 
For all I touch, or ſee, Rab caps 
Since that dear kiſs, urig Pore, 
All, ee to mel 


F or ſince my love, alas! is dead, 
With theſe poor hands I'll cry kink 
Unto the early primroſe bed, 
And there in death I'll marry . © | 
While tender virgins ſing our knell, 
And bida hapleſs pair farewell: 


With a ding dong, ding dong: 
Paſſing-bell! 


Ye wabVing nightingales, repair 
From ev'ry grove, to charm this air; 
And, with the wonders of your breaſt, 
Each ſtriving to excel the reſt, 


When I have ſigh'd my ſoul out, "tbe your parts, 


And drop down from the trees with broken 
hearts! 
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Now is come the fprightl day, D 


Smiling, wanton, freſh and fair; 


Adorn'd with all the flow'rs of May ; 
| Whoſe vatious — 9 _ air. [ 
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Come, let us all a Maying go; 


And lightly trip it to and fro. 


1 
pn make a frany "23H 


PI 11 it wond”rous fine ; 


| v ith roſes, lillies, daifies |, 


Imiztheeglantine: 
And I'll preſent it to my love, 
When I his bride ſhall be; 

Ror I love my n _ 1 fear 
He n en 25 
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